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FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUI 
CHRISTMAS DAY. 

Joyful, joyfui concerts frame— 

The theme | cur Kedeemer’sname, 

Who this miorn sved | ght 

When Ange!= heaven uth 

Glory to the lan above, 

Who came this day in peace and iove, 

To take from death its scorpion sting, 

And joy of Hicaven to mortals bring! 

Come to me ye, who, sad, opprest, 

Look to earth, and find no rest, 

Turn to Bethlehem’s babe, he bears 

A balin to sooth your aching cares. 

Think of the martyr’s mouldering tomb-- 
What nerv’dthem to abide their doom, 
And midst the flames of burning piles, 

Turn to Heaven with patient smiles? 
They saw their Lord in visions bright, 
And blest this morn,which brought them light 

Come all ye things in earth and air, 
Prociaim his eae oven where; 

Till lofty hills and vales around 

Wake, echo with a joyous sound, 

And the strain raise to Heaven above, 
Where he’s enthroned in power and love! 


On earths, 


M.A.S, 





SELECTED BY REQUITSi 
Receunt ef a Visit from St. Nicholtus. 
twas the night before Christmas, when al! thro’ the hous: 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse; 
‘The stockings were bung by the chimney with care. 
fn hope that St. Nicholas soon would be there; 


‘Vhe children were nested all snug in thei beds, 

While visions of sugar plumbs dane’d in their heads. 
, - . 

And Mamma in her ’kerchief, and | in my cap, 


ifad just settled our brains for a long winter’s nap— 


When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 

{ sprung from the bed to see what was the matter, 
Away to the window I flew like a flash, 

lore open the shutters, and threw up the sash, 
‘The moov on the breast of the new fallen snow. 
(save the justre of mid-day to objects below— 
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear, 
ut a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer, 
Wath a little old driver, so lively and quick, 

i knew ina moment it must be St. Nick, 

More rapid than eagles his coursers they came, 
\nd be whistled, and shouted, and call’d them by name: 


‘*Now! Dasher, now! Dancer, now! Prancer, and Vixen, 
On! Comet, on! Cupid, on! Dunder and Blixem; 

**To the top of the porch! to the top of the wa!!! 

‘Now dash away! dash away! dash away all!”’ 


As dry leaves before the wild hurricane fly, 

When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky; 
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, 

With the sleigh full of toys—and St. Nicholas toe 


ooo 
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And then in a twinkling, I heard on the roof, 

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof, 

As | drew in my head, and was turning around, 
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound 


He was dressed al! in fur, from his head to his foot, 
And his clothes were al! tarnish’d wih ashes and soot; 
A bundle of toys was flang on his back, 

And he look’d like a pedier just opening his pack: 


Ilis eyes—how, they twinkled! his dimples how merry 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry; 
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow, 
And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow ; 
The stump of a pipe he heid tight in his teeth, 

And the smoke it encircled bis head like a wreath. 
lie nad a broad face, and a little bright eye, 

‘Lhat shone on his cheek like a star in the sky; 

fie was chubby and plumb, a right jolly old elf, 

Sud ft laugh’d when I saw him in spite of myself; 

A wink of his eye and a twist of his head, 

von gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 


Hie spoke not a word, but went straight to his work, 
And fill’d all the stockings; then turned with a jerk, 
And laying his finger aside of his nose, 

Aud giving a nod, up the chimney he rose. 

He sprung to his sleigh, to bis team gave a whistle, 
And away they all flew like the down ofa thistle: 
But I heard hun exclaun, ere he drove out of sight—- 
Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night. 


ANON 





UNFADING BEAUTY. 


WRITTEN IN 1640, BY T. CARTER. 





Ile that loves arosie cheeke, 
Or a coral lip admires, 
Or from star-like eyes doth seeke 
Fuel to contain his fires; 
As old time makes these decay, 
So his tiaines shal] waste away. 
Bat a smoothe and stedfast mind. 
Gentle thoughts aud calm desires, 
Hfearts with equah love combined 
Kindle never dviug fires 
W here these are not I despise 


ks, or lips, or eyes. 


' 
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The Courier des Dames anvounces that hair pow- 
der is coming into fashion in Paris, among the tash- 
1unable ladies. 

A gentleman belonging to Northfield, Mass. whose 
wife was in the steam-boat New-England, and was 
injured by the explosion, has determined to cow- 
mence an action against the proprietors of the boat 
for injuries sustained by her through the negligence 
of their agents. 
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iz Rev. ARTHUR BUIST informs his patrons and the 
public, that he will resume the exercises of his Classical and 
English Seminary, on 2d January next, and hopes, by a dev oted 
attention to the instruction and improvement of his Pupils, te 
merit their confidence and support. Dec. 2%. 


PRINTED WEEKLY FOR THE EDITOR, Mrs. C. GILMAN 
BY JAMES 8. BURGES, I83 KING-STREET. 
-erms—One Dollar per annum. Payable in advance 
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“THE ROSE IS FAIREST WHEN ‘TIS BUDDING NEW < f 
Vol. 2. CHARLESTON, S. ©. SATURDAY. JANUARY 4. 1834 No. 19 
AUTHENTIC LETTERS, selves, on the ruin of others, ha 


ORIGINAL PAPERS. 


Tis greatly wise to talk with our past 
hours, 
{nd ask them what report they bore to 
heaven YouNG 
THE NEW YEAR. 


This is an anniversary which 
calls the young and gay to reflect, 
for even if no sorrow has waved 
its dark wing over their path, the 
spirit of change has been felt. 

A child has asked, ‘‘Will the 
yesterdays everreturn:” Yes, they 
will. 
joy and sorrow, not bearing the 


caprices of friends or the taunts of 


foes, not with the full coffers of 
one turn of fortune’s wheel, and 
the aching void of another, but 
with a record of deeds, that shall 
startle or delight the memory. 

How much of good and evil are 
lodged in the conduct of one year! 
How manv hearts inthat space of 
time, can be rent by caprice, or 
lightened by sympathy! 

Let the young, who read this, 
ask themselves how they can best 
enjoy the coming year? The an- 
swer from a feeling heart will be, 
by making others happy. But, 
they will say, ‘‘ We have no sil- 
ver, no gold. We cannot clothe 
the poor, or feed the hungry.” 
True, but you can smile with the 
happy, and sympathize with the 
sorrowful, and if you do this, you 
will create for yourselves and 


« 


others, a happy new year. 


] 





The first meeting in Charjeston, after 
the Boston Resolations were received to 
resist the British Government, in 1774, 
was held at a large tavern, situated at the 
N. E. corner of Broad and Church Streets, 
at that time commonly called, “The Cor- 
acr.”’—Moultrie’s Memoirs. 


Not with ¢he varied light of 
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BY MRS. ELIZA WILKINSON, induced them to engage im the 
N : leis 8 war against us I fear principl 
5 , governs very fe WW Interest rewgr 
Continued from No. 11, Vol. 2 predominant. Another poor mea 
‘ i ‘ ‘ ‘ ve - . 
gre looking mortal, with a woun: 
YonGeE’'s IsLann, 


in his shoulder, went into the kut 


——— While the British Sol- 


chen, and fell to upon some rice 


diers oy talking Se us, some ol j Ile told the ne groes that he wish 
the silent ones withdrew, and pre- , ed he had some meat, and, if he 
sently laid seige to a bee-hive,} was not afraid of distressing the 
which they soon brought to terms; | Jiadies. he would ask them for 
which, the others perceiving, ened | some I mention all these trifling 
out, “Hand the ladies a plate of | circumstances, that you may see 


with how much more humanity, 
M’Girth’s men treated us. to what 


the Briton’s did; yet we 


honey,’’—which was immediately 
done with ofhicious haste. no doubt 


thinking they were very generous had 
¢ d iaG “i 


in treating us with our own There | most dreadful account of his gan 
were a few horses feeding in the | —that they were worse than «ava 
pasture. They had them driven! ges. and committed every kind 
up. ‘‘Ladies, do either of you , re a But let every one |} 
own these horses:” ‘No! they | their ies andthe merit ys 
partly belong to Papa and Mr. act ‘To tell the truth. they 
Smelie.”” ‘‘Well, Ladies, as they | haved to us more like friends 1 
are not your property, we'll take | enemies. when they saw our ¢ 


tress. I donot know whether 
moved them to 
They asked if there were any 


Wi toid ‘ 


them. It can’t be injuring you, 
you know.”* The old man got on 
one. ‘‘Why.’’ said Miss Samuels. 


‘that horse can do you no good—— 


pity, of “lial 


tlements near us 


itis very ordinary ‘No matter, | there were; and beg’d, if 
Madam. Til take a rebel’s horse | went to Papa’s, they <eanta ‘ 
at any time “Why,” said she, | him and family well, and do not! 
“that poor old creature had better ing {o distress them: for we hea 
be at home. He can't be of any | that the dragoons had plundered 
service to you “ ‘ey think 80 too,”’ his house that morning, iti 
replied he, “but it 18 no matter ted him very much. “WW. i 
what becomes of hun.’ “Old! not, Ladies, we will not: a ad 
man,’’ continued she, ‘if that was | you thousands, we would » ‘by 
a tory’s horse, would you take it?”’ | you of ashilling But wi r 
“Why, no!’ ‘Faith, old fellow,” | Father’s name?” “Mr. Youze 
snid one, *‘I believe you do not | “Yong, Yong,” eard the vf r@. 
mind Whig or Tory, 80 you get by | mentioned busy old wretc! th, 
it.’ “Ah, thought I, I believe | right, he is an old Rebs Why 
you speak the sentiments of your he is one of the Counc! ‘You 
whole army, fromthe highest offi- | are quite wrong, good nan’ | 
cer to the lowest seldier Noth- told a fib in the word coed 43, 
ing but the hope ot raising them- | Papa, besides his being a tan in 
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years, ts very hard of hearing, and | susceptible temperament in females | 
development of | 


consequently uufit for that office ” 


“But go,” said Miss Samuels, ‘if 
his grey hairs can’t move compas- 
sion, Ido not know what will.” 
Away they went to their horses, 
when one of them, turning round 
to me, says, ‘‘How far does—~—does, 
‘he could not recollect my Papa’s 
name) does father grey-beard live 
from here.” Pray heaven, thought 
I, you, nor any enemies to Amer- 
ica, may live to deserve that ap- 
pellation. ‘The prayer savoured 
of eruelty, and was rather uncliris- 
tian; especially as We are com- 
manded to pray for our enemies, 
and to do good to those who de- 
spitefully use us and persecute us. 
It is a hard lesson, and I forgot it 
at that instant, when indignation 
had taken possession of my heart. 
But Twill here conclude. In my 
next you shall have the second 
part of British cruelty. Adieu, my 
dear. I am quite tired of this long 
letter, but more of the subject. 








THE MUSICAL OBSERVER. 
Ask any woman of fashion, if the Opera 
sounds as well on a ‘Tuesday as a Satur- 
day, and she will stare at your question, 
and answer coolly, ‘No, she does not think 
it does.’ And why, pray? For this short 
reason, that Saturday is the crowded 
night.—Wor.p. Bririsnu Essayisrs. 


FEMALE COMPOSERS. 

The slur of Edward Moore, quo- 
ted above, on the habits of fash- 
ionable ladies in London, in 1754, 
may still apply to persons of the 
same class in America now. There 
are those, who would rather risk 
their lives to hear an unintelligi- 
ble mixture of sounds, with certain 
other people, than to listen to the 
richest strains alone, even though 
they came 


‘Like the sweet South upon a bank of 
violets, 
‘Stealing and giving odour.’’ 
We see not, however, why there 
should not be as refined a musical 
taste, if it were only from their 


SOUTHERN 





ROSE 


asin men. The 
their talents for musical composi- 
tion, belongs to tMs age, and has 
followed that of poetical power 
Formerly, women were only the 
sweet instruments of the harmony 
of others, but doubtless music will 
unfold still 
with poesy. 

Miss Brown, the 
[femans, inspired b 
talents, has already 

with the lovers of 

Qur sympathy with these ladies, 
in this country, has been drawn 
out by peculiar circumstances 
The first edition of Mrs. Ifeman’s 
Pocms, was publis! ed in Boston, 
and an Englishman 
Charleston for a copy 


grim Fathers, 


nore mM connexion 
sister oft Mr 

vy her exquisite 
become a fa- 


vorite 


sent out to 


every American reader thrill with 
emotion, and it needed only the 
finish of music to swell its popu- 
larity. 
Brown, is rich and original. We 
know nothing finer than the com- 
bination of thought and sound, im 
the words, 

‘Aye, call it holy ground, 

‘*The spot where first they trod!"’ 


The ‘Bell at Sea,” has a very | 
few | 
notes only resemble the Pilgrim | 


unique accompaniment—-a 


Fathers. The ‘‘Messenger Bird” 
isin a different style, and one al- 


most fancies the intercourse of the | 


departed, in the melodious whis- 
per, 


‘‘But tell us—bat tell us—tell us thou bird 
of the solemn strain, 
‘Can they who have lov'd, forget?’’ 


female influence, purity will here- 


after prevail in songs, since, from | 


the infant to the grandam, they are 
the happy breathings of the social 
circle. 

‘irs. Miles, a female composer 
in England, has done so well in 
one song, **The bonnie wee wife” 
of Burns, that we should love to 
see more of her light and playful 
minstrelsy. 

Madame Garcia composed some 
songs, that were received with 
great approbation in New-York, 
but being ofa local character they 
have not been welcomed here. 


' The Pil- | 
that splendid con- | 
ception ofa noble rind; has made | 


The air composed by Miss 


| Sentiments of the Norii:-' 








BUD. 


Miss Flower’s s 
among us We look with s 
anxiety to the i 
this English tady has 
the ‘‘Musical Llustrati 
Waverly Novels,” 
of the Seasons.”’ 

We cannot refer to any publ: 
ed music by American La 
though perhaps this humble hi 
may awaken tLe recollection 


aim why 
taken in 


ns of 


j ! 
and “‘the Sor 


some composers here, as well 

in Fiurone. ‘The Titus Mare 

by Aa Lady of Baiti . we Ul 
derstand ts a prett mitation ¢ 

the Russian March ind = can 
hardly lay claim t+ originality 

but who can doubt, that 1 a po- 
etess as Miss Gould hasit her’ 
to put appropriate re odies to het 
tripping ballads, that Mrs. S.- 
gourney could tuise ain nt 
as solemn and tender as the fan- 
cies of her muse, and that t.ie so! 
and flowing harmony of Mrs 
Wells’ rhymes, enriched by her 

t 


musical powers, would 
apples of g.'d, set in pictures ot! 
silver?” 





aro.imna 


Ladics in the year 


[ find inthe South- Carolina and 
American General Gazelle, the fol- 
lowing paragraph: 

“The young ladies, of the best 
families in Mecklenburg County, 
North-Carolina, have entered into 
a voluntary association, that they 


_will not receive the addresses of 


any young gentlemen of that place, 
except the brave volunteers who 
served in the expeditionto South- 


| Carolina, and assisted in subdu- 


It is delightful to hope that thro’ _ing the Scovolite insurgents. ‘The 


Ladies being of opinion that such 
persons as stay lazily basking at 
home, when the important calls ol 
the country demand their military 
service abroad, must certainly be 
destitute of that nobleness of sen- 
timent, that brave, manly spirit, 
which would qualify them to be 
the defenders and guardians of the 
fair sex. 

“The ladies of the adjacent 
County of Rowan, have desired 
the plan ofa similar associatioa, 
to be drawn up and prepared for 
signatures.” 

Garden’s Anecdotes. 
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to read like knowledge 
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We ‘ en favoured | Mi ! 

Vait & ¢ with some « 
t sk va ‘ gz \ 
pe tion of N j 
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S thut g i tb 
wa yg ’ 
ed w g 
American! g 
i ‘“Daug! . I 
t? ~ 
ighters exciaim, ‘*Oh give M} 
11 am sure | sh read 
‘*Pariey’s Magazine is bound sty 
rthy its charact 
a li = \! ‘ ' } 
PROBLEM 4. 
T e isa well 30 feet I frog 
hott ‘ d iu p ‘ 
{ I vould f » f ‘ 
ry n How many s { 
frog ump out? : 
Amswer io Conunartums. 
14. Because he must have tenants. (10 
aunts 
15. On the head 
416. A Clergyman. 
17. Flattery 


Conundrums 


is. Why is a child 


who has 


itself? 


just began 
J £ 


49. What trade is the Sun? 

50. What is simaller than a Mite’s 

yuth? 

51. What is that which is beyond all 
human imperfection, and yet shelters the 
weakest and wisest as well as the most 


wicked of all mankind? 

52. What part of the body if touched 
with one hand cannot be reached with the 
ITEMS. 

We translate the following no- 
tice of apart of Napoleon’s cor- 
respondence with Josephine, from 
the memoirsof Mile. Avrillon, her 
femme de chambre. 

‘While the campaign of Wag- 
ram lasted, and until the peace at 
Schanbrunn, the Empress had no 
reason to suspect that the divorce 
which she had so often dreaded 
was about to happen, Never, in 
fact, were the letteis of the Em- 
peror more frequent; these letters 
indeed, consisted often of but a 
few words—and they could hardly 
be longer, as they were sometimes 
written on the field of battle; but 
such as they were, every time that 
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one arrived, wt wasa subject of 
f ’ ibout the En ess () 
( ‘ writtog I 
anot ders hered \ 
yee st aifl It Ti ‘ 
racy i i) | ‘ é 
impress Vas ved t 


Pole s. Who al 
contest with KR 


dralicia, whi 


1 ) ' 
le’ ciose oT 


issia took retuge in 
ré they have een 
supported by the Austrian Gov- 


ernment, having expressed a wish 


in <« moplance with a prope sal of 
the Emperor, to emigrate to the 
I nited States. he has <« tiered them 
a conveyance to our shores with 
oul expense Two national ves- 
sels have been assigned to that 
service, and are probably now on 


their 
Trieste to this country 


voyage, from 
It is un- 
derstood that each one will receive 
trom the Austrian Government at 
the time of landing in this country 
a donation of about fifty dollars. 
-Vew Cooking App ‘alus 
The Elgin Glass Company, ha- 
ving purchased a set of the 
apparatus for roasting and boiling 
by gas, tried several weeks since 
how it would work, and the gen- 
tlemen who werethen present be- 
ing highly pleased with the opera- 
tion—the Directors of the Com- 
pany, anxious to bring itinto gen- 
eral notice. resolved to dine at the 
works on Wednesday last, and to 
ask several meet 
them to taste of its productions. — 
A leg of mutton was roasted, and 
a quantity of potatoes boiled, in 
the best possible manner; and du- 
ring the operation, many of the 
inbabitants visited the work, and 
were much pleased with the appa- 
ratus, which possesses many ad- 
vantages. ‘Twenty-six gentlemen 


new 


gentlemen to 


gat down, and all present express- | 


ed themselves delighted with the 
manner in which the articles were 
dressed, and in particular with the 
delicacy and flavor ofthe mutton. 
London Per. 

We have very interesting ac- 
counts of the reception and treat- 
ment of Captain Battarp,and otb- 


1} | 


the port of 
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ties. Capt 
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ties returned tothe drawing re 
where the queen at a 


seated themselves ata work-t 


‘ mploved on soni in “rt 
Which they were mre ” ‘ 
‘ ritv fair ma the ( ters 
became general—-all the eleg 
and refinements of j e life 
ing freely enjoved Wi 
these thir gs with icasure ‘ 
to tind a king whois agentiome: 
| posseseed with what adorns the 
husband and father, the ** 
zen and the inan ——.Wi 
Recist ¢ 
aN ri 
| ( a pa r ! r 
} Sy } } yg 2 j ' ' rievee ‘ 
i py t the torture Ik him ft ru 
> «i ; e 
pared, ¢ j t t nt 


For my Youngest Readers. 


NEW BDEARES BAD. 


Wake and see the orning ray 
i Dh i apy Y pew reqday 


View our toys and presents g 
This happy new years day 
brother, suster, come and play, 
This happy new years day 
Father, mother, hear me say, 
A happy ‘ happy , pew year's day 
Waiting maids and maumers grey 
To you a happy new year's day 
| Friends at home, and fnends away 
May you enjoy your new year's day 
And while I laugh. and skip, and play 
Il!) thank God for the new year's day 


Pretty Books for Leungest Hea. 


ders. 
' 
Little Charles, by Mre. Bamwauin 
| The Pretty Alphabet, with letters os 
| long as the youngest readers’ fingers 

| The progress of Cotton, which \ut\ 
| Southerners ought to know about 


All with colored engrav _ Pablished 
| by Lilly, Went, & Co Beata 


| For eale at Mr. Bexnatr’s 
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THE WARRIOR. 


FIRST PUBLISHED IN A LITERARY JOURNAL IN MASS. 


Oh! welcome the warrior who proudly advances, 
Victorious from battle, a lord o’er the foe! 
As the sun o’er a darken’d creation he glances, 


For the strong and the valiant his arm has laid low. 


Oh! haste to the warrior, with bright Jaure! grace hin, 
For the mighty are vanquished—the timid have fled; 
As a chief of the earth, as a saviour address him, 

And let halo’s of honor encircle his head! 


He has brav’d as a rock the wild force of the battle, 
And foes by his side fell like showery foam; 
Around him has sounded war’s deafening rattle, 
But he stood in the storm like the sky-threatening dome. 
Men, raise your deep voices in praise of his glory! 
And women, in reverence bow at his name; 
Infants, in lispings re-echo the story, 

And nations, swell loudly the trump of bis fame! 
His praise shall extend over land and wide ocean, 
Where princes will listen with wonder and joy; 

*T will float to far ages and kindle devotion, 

And children, like men, seize the sword to destroy. 


Already your shout Heaven’s concave is rending; 
And the Hero’s great name is repeated around; 
But, hark! as I listen a wild shriek is blending! 
Another, another, increases the sound. 


Oh! Heaven, the moans of the wounded and dying, 

Are blent with the plaudits that swell in the air; 

Wife, children, and friends, ’mid the tumult are crying, 
‘‘Death, death, to the conqueror, who gives us despair.’’ 


I listen, and fancy assists the faint mourning 

Of an infant, whose parents are torn from the world; 
Again, but now hoarser the sound is returning, 

A sinner’s dark soul from its mansion is hurl’d. 


And is it for this that the laurel is given, 

When man turns a murderer and foe to his kind? 
For this does the shout of applause assail Heaven, 
From creatures for rational virtue designed? 


Blush, Warrior, blush, while thou fancy’st before thee 
The beings whose happiness thou hast o’erthrown, 
Who, frantic with want and affliction, implore thee 

To sooth the crush’d hearts left to perish alone. 


Hear fatheriess infants with feeble wail crying, 

While mothers stand shuddering and pele at thy name! 
See groups from that red-field in misery flying, 

Who curse at thy praises, or weep at thy fame. 


Will the proud shout of triumph give joy to thy heart, 
Wher misfortune or sickness has preyed on thy Jtan ~? 
The charm is but transient, its spell will depart, 

And successors more honor’d arise to thy fame. 


Be a hero in virtue, and stars shall appear, 
That will sparkle around thee in life's darkest day, 


And though shouts of applause may not welcome thee here, 


The praises of angels are sweeter than they. 
C. G. 
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VERS 
Sur la nouvelle anné: 


Qu’a nos regards est triste la nature! 
Le sombre Hiver sur nous reprend ss 
Les prés u’ont plus leur riante verdure, 
Flore a perdu son aimable peinture, 
Et les oiseaux ne charment plus les bois. 
Mais, au milieu de cette solitude, 
Le sage instruit des loix de univers, 
Se livre en paix 4 ses pensers divers, 
Et du pass fait sa plus chére etude, 
De trots saisons il a vu fuir le cours, 
Representant trois ages de la vie, 
Dont lun offrit & son Ame ravie, 
Les plus heureux, les plus charmans des jours, 
Riches de fleurs, de joye et d’innocence, 
Doux compagnons de la paisible enfance 
Dans l’age ardent, il connut les désirs, 
Et de ’hymen gouta les purs plaisirs 
Quand lage mur eut nourri sa jeunesse, 
Dans ses travaux, ses utiles loisirs, 
I] sut cueillir les fruits de la sagesse; 
Et calme enfin, dans l’hyver de ses ans, 
Prés de |’épouse aimable tendre et sage, 
Qui de la vie embellit le voyage; 
Parmi les soins sans cesse renaissans, 
I] moralise, il benit ses enfans, 
Et sans remords contemple son ouvrage. 

P. M. 


dr its. 





Mrs. Ep1iror—The idea contained in the following lines, 
actually came from a beautiful little girl, and I thought it so 





pretty, that I have put it in this form, and if you think it worthy 
| of acceptance, it may contribute to form a /eaf in your never- 
| fading little Rose Bud. 
Yours respectfully, &c. 
THE BROKEN KISs, 
When lisping childhood’s cherub mouth, 
Breathes forth untanght its new ideas, 


Like tragrance from the balmy South, 
Borne on by zephyrs, it appears. 


H. W. F. 





My sweet Elizabeth, just now, 
With glowing cheeks and sparkling eyes, 
The ringlets flinging from her brow, 
Attempted to look arch and wise. 
‘*.4 kiss is on my lips,”’ she said, 
‘And if you please to take it, do— 
But if I speak, I am afraid, 
That I shall break it quite in two. 


ORIENTAL TINTING AND MEZZOTINTO, 
Taught by Mr. Greenwood, from London, in. 
from three to siz lessons. 


y R. GREENWOOD, from London, begs to inform the citi- 
zens of Charleston, that he has commenced giving a 
course of instruction, in a new and beautiful style of Painting, first 











Landscape, Animal, or Flower Painting, in Mezzotinto, can 
be acquired in three lessons; Oriental ‘Tinting, including Gilding, 
and Bronzing, in six lessons; where there are two or three pu- 
pils, the lessons (if preferred) are given at their own residence. 

Specimens to be seen at Mrs. M’Millan’s Boarding House, 
North end of Church Street, and at the Book Store of Mr. Roor- 
l bach, King Street. Jan. 4 








introduced by him into the United States. 
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